So as you may have gathered from the title of the video, I was once a "Nice Guy", and I was an unpredictable one at that!
It all started in High School when I met a woman in Gym Class, and we hit it off. She seemed really interested in me, and I her.
Well, around that time, my step-dad was on a major jesus kick, and if I am correct, I had undiagnosed Paranoia,
but regardless of whether I was diagnosed or not then, I did have a thing with paranoia.
I'm also easily swayed to think like anyone. In other words, I'm like a Programmable Robot.
At some point, she mentioned she was an atheist and I had immediately forced religion on her.
She tried to qwell me, even saying she would be agnostic. She tried to resolve the situation, but I wouldn't have it. It *had* to be my way...
Well, one day, she decided to immediately cut contact. I think I became a danger around that time.
I would live in grand delusions of us being friends again, and I blamed my step-dad for her leaving.
I rationalized it in my mind that she wouldn't have left me if he hadn't been on such a jesus high. 
I would go on for around 5 years thinking life owed me another chance with her. As you can see, the delusion is only getting worse.
I even saved our previous texts with her in a Google Mail Draft because my parent's were upgrading my Bro's and my phones.
In that Chat Log was her number as well, something I would forget until much later, when I would review the chat log.
(I promise there's a happy ending here)
In that time, I would spend my time constantly thinking of her while going about my day in High School, always in dangerous amounts, not just usually.
I would go on to meet a really smart man, let's call him "KM". KM would always validate my delusions. He was like... Heh, actually, I don't even know.
He didn't know anything about the situation, but he seemed to feel bad for me, except it was in all the wrong ways.
I would eventually try to learn to get into a prestigious career so that I could somehow get her back, as if she were some sort of product.
(I wish I could have seen the light sooner...)
Skip to my final moments of torturing myself with my Delusions, I told my then friend KM "I have her number", but never told him how.
He would then say, in short, "You should call her"... and I did. I pretended to be a telemarketer for some shit,
and then afterwards, say a few hours later, I texted her saying I had her number all these years because I never deleted it.
I then realized how awful I've been all these years.
(Here comes the good ending)
I promptly called non-emergency services and said that I was a threat to her. I gave them her phone number and we said we would follow up. We never did.
It was then I refined myself and became sane for the first time since what felt like forever.
I was so awful, I realize that, and I have learned to use my experience to help others!
I had essentially committed self-destruct and when through a rebirth
My friend, AO, had recently encountered a "Nice Guy" and the "nice guy" was just working when he practically bull-rushed her with the question "What's your Social Media"
She messaged me in a panic saying she needed advice, and I got the deets. 
Well, she didn't want to hurt his feelings, so she had told him things like college residence and such,
And I didn't judge her, But I did tell her she needs to be careful in the future. I told her if she feels threatened, she should cease all communication,
and since he knew where she lived and that she does not feel safe going out alone, that she should go out in groups of three, 
and if she ever met him, do it in public, and park a few blocks away to prevent him to learn what car she came in.
I had never told her about my "Nice Guy" history before this, but I told her then. I then explained he's a "Nice Guy" and that they needed help.
Fortunately he left her alone eventually, despite his persistence, when he finally got the picture that she wasn't looking to date.
(She had recently gotten out a relationship she really loved, she confided in the "Nice Guy" about the issue and he was highly dismissive.
If you ask me, a lot of self-proclaimed "Nice Guys" who are actually a wolf in sheep's clothing just need help.
Sure it's fun to laugh at, but they don't know why they are laughed at. It truly is sad the way their delusion works.
He seemed to have a sense of entitlement. I think that's another thing all "Nice Guys" have in common; the idea that theyu are owed something.
In my case, I felt life had wronged me and that I was owed a chance with her, when in all reality, no one is owed a chance with anyone.
It's also worth noting that I never called myself "nice" because when I was doing this, I didn't consider myself as nice. 
I knew what I was doing was wrong, But for some reason, I just couldn't stop obsessing over her. 
I think it's because, back then, I couldn't be myself around anyone but her, but there were so many factors at play, like my past,
I think it's best that I leave the story where it is now.